I34                MARY STUART.            ACT iv.

Revolting from his own.   May these things be
More than mere muttering breath of trustless lies,
And half his heart yet hover toward our side
For all such hope or purpose?

Wakingham*                        Of his heart

We know not, madam, surely; nor doth he
Who follows fast on, their first envoy sent,
And writes to excuse him of his message here
On her behalf apparent, but in sooth
Aimed otherwise; the Master I mean of Gray,
Who swears; me here by letter, if he be not
True to the queen of England, he is content
To have his head fall on a scaffold: saying,
To put from him this charge of embassy
Had been his ruin, but the meaning of it
Is modest and not menacing: whereto
If you will yield not yet to spare the life
So near its forfeit now, he thinks it well
You should be pleased by some commission given
To stay by the way his comrade and himself,
Or bid them back.

Elizabeth.             What man is this then, sent

With such a knave to fellow ?

Walsingham.                        No such knave,

But still your prisoner's friend of old time found :
Sir Robert Melville.

Elizabeth.               And an honest man

As faith might wish her servants : but what pledge
Will these produce me for security